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Two concerts given by composer, pianist and organist Andrew Violette will offer a 
rare glimpse into this legendary composer's works. 

The concerts, to be heard in Merkin Concert Hall on Tuesday, January 23rd and 
Wednesday, March 7th 2001, will feature world premiere performances of major 
works by this composer, of whom the New York Times wrote, "What Scriabin, 
Busoni and Sorabji began, Andrew Violette is doing his best to continue." It has been 
over ten years since Mr. Violette's music has been heard in a front-tier New York 
City concert hall. 

Marked by a "wonderfully...overheated romanticism, " and displaying an 
"extravagant theatricality," Mr. Violette's "overtly virtuosic music" is as exciting to 
listen to as it is to perform, and is guaranteed to race the blood. 

The first concert, on Tuesday, January 23rd 2001, will take place at 8PM in Merkin 
Concert Hall, 129 West 67th street. Two large-scale works on themes of death and 
resurrection will be presented. Songs for A Dead Hero, an eighty-five minute long 
setting of eighteen poems by Jorge Luis Borges for baritone and piano, will feature 
baritone Raemond Martin and the composer at the piano. Following intermission, 
dramatic soprano Sherry Zannoth and Andrew Violette will perform a mini-opera 
setting of the 22 Psalm, sung in Latin, and called Quare. The second concert, on 
Wednesday, March 7th 2001, will feature settings of poems by Pablo Neruda with 
the composer at the piano, and a performance of the Sixth Piano Sonata with Janice 
Weber as soloist, the only pianist besides the composer who has surmounted his 
music's Olympian demands. 


NOTES 
By Andrew Violette 


Forget about art-song! That's not where I'm coming from. I'm not part of the "new American songwriters" who compose 
spare, Rorem-esque accompaniment to naturalistic, contemporary American text. Famous American lyric sopranos will not 
find my current work attractive. 

The work is evocative, operatic, hypnotic--squarely within the Verdi-Wagner-Strauss tradition, It calls for heroic singers 
battling against heavy, orchestral piano writing. The music makes vocal and pianistic demands almost unheard of in 
contemporary writing. Both parts are co-equal, piano and voice. Both parts call for a range of color, maturity and great 
strength. 

Why is the music so long: 85 minutes of a Spanish cycle and 45 minutes of one song with Latin text? It's long because 
music exists not only in sound but in time and only through time can character change. In my non-vocal writing it's the 
themes which change. In my vocal writing the character of both the piano and the vocal part change--and the change is 
never achieved without a struggle. 

How is this change manifest? The first cycle you will hear tonight is a saga of love, death and resurrection. Filled with a 
vast array of larger than life characters, each tries to conquer Death but only one succeeds. Each grapples with the meaning 
of life and the vanity of success but only one succeeds. Oddly enough, that one succeeds not by being heroic but by bearing 
life's burdens and accepting his fate. 

I wrote Songs for a Dead Hero during my "modal period." During this time I composed not by using major and minor 
chords or a twelve tone row but by using a serics of modes based not on the octave but on the tri-tone (If you want to know 
what a tri-tone is it's the interval between the first two notes of Bernstein's Marta.) 

1 "invented" six tri-tone modes all of which were combinatorial at the tri-tone (as Milton Babbitt would say) or were of 
limited transposition (as Messiaen would say). This means that if you transpose all the notes of one particular mode up, say 
a tri-tone, you would get the same notes as the untransposed mode bul in a different order. 

For instance, my C-major-major tri-tone mode (so named because it's composed of the juxtaposition of two major chords) 
the notes of which are C-Db-E-F#-G-A¥, transposed up a tri-tone would be F#-G-A#-C-Db-E:the same notes! 

Because of this neat characteristic of the modes I was able to employ both Milton Babbitt's and Messiaen's compositional 
techniques—as well as all the traditional and contemporary techniques I ordinarily had at my disposal. Of course, in the 
music you'll hear references to other composers, from Verdi to Bartok, Strauss, Britten, my teachers (Carter and Sessions) 
and from jazz to punk rock-- all grist to the compositional mill. Every technique is used by my personality to entertain and 
thrill! 

Songs for a Dead Hero were written in 1986. Ten years later, 1 had exhausted the possibilities of modai writing. 1 wanted 
to investigate other compositional horizons. 

I spent many years in a monastery. I was a contemplative monk. I didn't have a chance to go to concerts but by 1996 I was 
out in the world again and learned that many composers were writing in a "new tonal style." 

The New York Times was writing about the "emergence of tonality." I eagerly awaited this new era of harmony but_alas! 
it never came. Instead, what I heard was the same harmonic progressions dating from the turn of the 20th century but 
dressed up in more contemporary clothes. This was fine for the others but if I were to "turn tonal" it would have to be a 
tonality in which the tonal relations themselves were completely new--but how to do this? 

What I did was a very unstylish. dumb thing: I went back to the twelve tone writing of my student days (and I had just 
learned that atonal music was dead!)--but this time, instead of using a series of single pitches, 1 would use a series of notes, 
chords, whatever. 

For instance, suppose you were to use the series C-F-Eb-etc. The first sound could be the pitch C, the second sound might 
be an F# major chord and the third sound Eb minor. Sure, there would be a traditional tonal relationship between F# major 
and Eb minor and some sort of a relationship with the first note but such traditional harmonic relationships would be beside 
the point and contained within the abiding row. 

I call this non-functional tonality "coloristic" because the chords relate to one another not in terms of going to a cadence 
but as colors--much like the pitches of a twelve tone set. Now I could write aurally beautiful music to express the fullness of 
my heart and yet it would be technically disciplined. 

Listen to Quare. Can you imagine there's a twelve tone row there? Actually Quare does not contain a twelve tone row but 
predates this technique. when I was moving in that direction but still grappling with the problem. Yet even here the chords 
function not harmonically but coloristically because I rarely repeat one pitch (ie. chord) without including the other eleven. 

I’ve spoken a lot about technique but actually technique is a part, and a very small part, of the process of musical 
composition. If a composer isn’t steeped in culture, if he doesn’t know himself. if he’s fearful of failure—how could he ever 
hope to entertain and thrill? 

Quare was written at the lowest point of my life. I had just left monastic and seminary life and was a failure at both. I did 
not find the truth I was seeking. I could not live the life. I had no job, no money, no career, few friends. I spent the time 
hiking the Appalachian Trail, trying 1o get my head together. I wrote Quare because 1 wanted something good to come out 
of all this failure. It's a story of survival, of coming back, of returning--written as an affirmation. J needed to create 
something beautiful, something to delight, something pleasing in the eyes of the Lord. 

I guess I write because if I didn't my life would be unbearable. 


SONGS FOR A DEAD HERO 
Text Jorge Luis Borges 

Translation Andrew Violette 

PART ONE 

1, Fragmento 

Una espada, 

una espada de hierro forjada en el frio del alba, 
una espada con munas 

que nadie podra desoir ni descifrar del todo. 
una espada del Baltico que sera cantada en 
Northumbria. 

Una espada que las poetas 

igualaran al hiclo y al fuego, 

una espada que un L rey dara a otro rey 

y este rey aun suciio, 

una espada que sera leal 

hasta una hora que ya sabe el Destino, 

una espada que iluminara la batalla. 

Una espada para la mano 


que regira la hermosa batalla, el tejido de hombres, 


una espada para la mano 

que enrojecera los dientes del lobo 

y el despiadado pico de cuervo, 

una espada para la mano 

que prodigaré el oro rojo, 

una espada para la mano 

- que dara muerte a la serpiente en su lecho de oro, 
un espada ‘para la mano 

que ganara un reino y perdara un reino, 
una espada para la mano 

que derribara la selva de lanzas. 

Una espada para la mano de Beowulf. 


1, Fragment 

A sword, 

a sword of iron forged in the cold dawn, 
a sword with runes nobody will be able 
to overlook or decode, 

a sword from the Baltic 

which will be sung of in Northumbria, 

a sword poets will liken to ice and fire, 
a sword a king will give to another king 
and that king to a dream, 

a sword which will remain loyal 

to an hour known only to Destiny, 

a sword which will illuminate the battlefield, 
a sword for the hand 

which will govern the web of men 

on a glorious battlefield, 

a sword for the hand 

which will redden the teeth of the wolf 
and the ruthless beak of the crow, 

a sword for the hand 

which will pour forth an abundance of red gold, 
a sword for the hand 


which will serve death to the serpent in its golden lair. 


a sword for the hand 

which will win a kingdom and lose a kingdom, 
a sword for the hand 

which will slice through a thicket of spears, 

a sword for the hand of Beowulf. 


2. Milonga de Calandria 
Servando Cardoso el nombre 
y No Calandria el apodo: 

no lo sabran olvidar 

los anos, que olvidan todo. 


No era un cientifico de esos 
que usan arma de gatillo: 
era su gusto jugarse 

en el baile del cuchillo, 


Fija la vista en los ojos 
era capaz de parar 

el hachazo mas artero 
feliz quien lo vid pelear! 


No tan felices aquellos 
cuyo recuerdo postrero 
fue la brusca arremetida 
y la entrada del acero. 


Siempre la selya y el duelo, 
pecho a pecho y cara a Cara. 
Vivid matando y huyendo. 
Viviéd como si sofiara. 


Se cuenta que una mujer 
fue y lo entrego a la partida; 
a todos, tarde o temprano, 
nos va entregando la vida. 


2. Milonga of Calandria 


The name's Servando Cardoso, 


better known as No Calandria. 
The years which forget 
everything haven't 

forgotten him. 


He wasn't an intellectual 
like those who used triggers, 
he liked to take a risk 
dancing with a knife. 


With a steady gaze he could 


fend off the trickiest axe-blow. 


Happy are those 
who saw him fight-- 


not so happy those 
whose last memory was the 
brusque thrust of his blade. 


It was always frenzy and 
fighting with him—hand to 
hand and cheek to cheek. 


He lived by killing and fleeing. 


He lived in a dream. 


It's said a woman betrayed him 


to the posse. Sooner or later, 
we all surrender our lives. 


3. Elsa 

Noches de largo insomnio y de castigo 

que anhelaban el alba y la temian, 

dias de aquel ayer que repetian otro inutil ayer. 
Hoy los bendigo. Como iba a presentir 

en esos anos de soledad de amor que 

las atroces fabulas . de la fiebre y las feroces 
auroras no eran mas que los peldaiios torpes 

y las errantes galerias que me conducirian 

a la pura cumbre de azul que en el azul perdura 
de esta tarde de un dia y de mis dias? 

Elsa, en mi mano est4 tu mano. 

Vemos en el aire la nieve y la queremos. 


3. Elsa 

Nights which crave and fear the dawn, 
long nights of insomnia and torture, 
days which repeat over and over again 
all the useless days--now I bless them. 
How could I have foreseen--in those 
lonely, loveless years--that the dread, 
feverish fables and fierce dawns 

were to lead me up crooked stairs 
through winding galleries 

to the pure blue summit of lasting blue 
of this day of my days? 

Elsa, your hand is in my hand. 

We love to look at the drifting snow. 


4. Yo 

La calavera, el corazon secreto, 

los caminos de sangre que no veo, 

los tiineles del suetio, ese Proteo, 

las visceras, la nuca, el esqueleto. 

Soy esas cosas. Increiblemente 

soy también la memoria de una espada 

y la de um solitario sol poniente 

que se dispersa en oro, en sombra, en nada. 
Soy el que ve las proas desde el puerto; 

soy los contados libros, los contados 
grabados por el tiempo fatigados: 

soy el que envidia a los que ya se han muerto, 
Mas raro es ser el hombre que entrelaza 
palabras en un cuarto de una casa. 


4.1 

Skull, secret heart, pathways of blood 

I don't see, tunnels of dreams, 

that Proteus, guts, nape, skeleton-- 

I'm all those things. Incredibly, 

I'm also the memory of a sword 

and the memory of a solitary, setting sun, 
raying out gold, then shadow, then nothing. 
I'm the one who sees the prows of the ships 
from the port. I'm the few books , 

the few engravings worn out by time. 

I'm the one who envies 

the dead. Odder still to be the man 

who weaves words in some room in a house. 


5. La Luna 

Hay tapta soledad en ese oro. 

La luna de las noches no es Ja luna 

que vio el primer Adam. Los largos siglos 
de la vigilia humana | la han colmado 

de antiguo Ianto. Mirala. Es tu espejo, 


5. The moon 

There's such solitude in that moon. 

The moon of nights is not the moon 

first seen by Adam. Long centuries 

of human vigil have overwhelmed it 

with an ancient cry. Look at it. It is your mirror. 


6. Efialtes 

En el fondo del suefto estan los suenos. Cada 
noche quiero perderme en las aguas obscuras 
que me lavan del dfa, pero bajo, esas puras 
aguas que nos conceden la peniiltima Nada 
late en la hora gris la obscena maravilla. 
Puede ser un espejo con mi rostro distinto, 
puede ser la creciente carcel de un laberinto, 
puede ser un jardin. Siempre es la pesadilla. 
Su horror no es de este mundo. Algo que no se 
nombra 

me alcanza desde ayeres de mito y de neblina; 
la imagen detestada perdura en la retina 

e infama la vigilia como infamé la sombra. 
Por que brota de mi cuando el cuerpo reposa 
y el alma queda sola, esta insensata rosa? 


6. Efialtes 

In the depth of sleep lic dreams. Every night 

I want to lose myself in these dark, dangerous waters 
which wash me clean of the day-- but under these 
pure waters which grant us the penultimate Nothing 
the obscene marvel beats in the grey hour. 

It might be a mirror with my face distinctly reflected. 
It might be the growing prison of a labyrinth, 
perhaps a garden. It is always 9 nightmare. 

Its horror is not of this world. Something unnamed 
reaches out to me from a past of myth and mist. 

The hated image lasts long in the retina. It defames 
the waking state as it defamed the darkness. 

Why does this mad rose bud from me when my body 
is at rest and my soul remains alone? 


7, Un cuchillo en el norte 

Alla por el Maldonado, 

que hoy corre escondido y ciego, 
all4 por el barrio gris 

que canté el pobre Carriego, 


tras una puerta entornada 
que da al patio de la parra, 
donde las noches oyeron 
e] amor de la guitarra, 


habra un cajon y en el fondo 
dormira con duro brillo, 
entre esas cosas que el tiempo 


sabe olvidar, un cuchillo. 


Fue de aquel Saverio Suarez, 
por mas mentas e] Chileno, 
que en garitos y elecciones 
probo siempre que era bueno. 


Los chicos, que son el diablo, 
lo buscaran con sigilo 

y probaran en la yema 

si no se ha mellado el filo. 


Cuantas veces habra entrado 
en la carne de un cristiano 

y ahora esta arrumbado y solo, 
a la espera de un mano, 


que es polvo. Tras el cristal 
que dora un sol amarillo, 

a traves de anos y casas, 

yo te estoy viendo, cuchillo. 


7. A blade in the Northside 
Down by the Maldonado 
which today runs hidden and 
blind, down in the gray barrio 
that poor Carriego sang about. 


behind a half open door which 


overlooks a yard with grapevines. 


where the nights hear 
the love-wail of a guitar, 


there’ll be a box, with the hard 


gleam of a knife sleeping at the bottom, 


among all those things 
that time has learned to forget. 


It was Saverio Suarez’, 
better known as el Chileno, 


who in the casinos and at the polls 


always proved how good he was. 


The boys. who are the devil, 
will look for it in secret, 
and will run their fingertips 


over the blade to test for notches. 


How many times it must have 
gashed into Christian flesh 

and now it lies discarded, alone, 
waiting for a hand, 


which is dust. Behind the glass 
washed gold in the yellow sun. 
through the years and houses, 

I am looking at you, knife blade. 


8. Milonga de dos hermanos 
Traiga cuentos la guitarra 
de cuando el fierro brillaba, 


cuentos de truco y de taba 
de cuadreras y de copas, 
cuentos de la Costa Brava 
y el Camino de las Tropas. 


Venga una historia de ayer 
que apreciardn los mas lerdos; 
el destino no hace acuerdos 

y nadie se lo reproche-- 

ya estoy viendo que esta noche 
vienen del Sur los recuerdos. 


Velay, senores, la historia 

de los hermanos Iberra, 
hombres de amor y de guerra 
y en el peligro primeros, 

la flor de los cuchilleros 

y ahora los tapa la tierra. 


Suelen al hombre perder 
la soberbia 0 la codicia: 
también el coraje envicia 
a quien le da noche y dia-- 
el que cra menor debia 
mas muertes a la justicia. 


Cuando Juan Iberra vid 
que el menor lo aventajaba, 
la paciencia se le acaba 

y le armé no se gue lazo 

le dio muerte de un balazo, 
all4 por la Costa Brava. 


Sin demora y sin apuro 

lo fue tendiendo en la via 
para que el tren lo pisara. 

El tren lo dejo sin cara, 

que es lo que el mayor queria. 


Asi de manera fiel 

conte la historia hasta el fin; 
es la historia de Cain 

que sigue matando a Abel. 


8. Milonga of two brothers 
Strum songs of glittering 


iron, card tricks and knucklebones, 


Stables and booze, tales of the 
Costa Brava on the Tropas Road. 


Play an oldie everybody will like. 


No one’s to blame for his destiny. 
Tonight, the memories come from 


the South. 


Remember the Iberra brothers? 
Men of love and war, 
first in a hot spot, 


the flower of those who would cut 


you up, now six feet under. 


In the end men lose their bearings by 
pride or envy. Rage can also corrupt. 

The one to whom he gave day, night. 
everything. even his life, the one who 


was younger owed more dead men to justice. 


- When Juan Iberra saw that his younger 
brother got the better of him, 

his patience ran out and he armed himself 
with I don’t know what--rope, lasso— 

and shot him dead. right out there 

on the Costa Brava. 


Slow and deliberate, he spread the body 
of his brother out on the train tracks, 


so that the train would cut off his brother's head. 


Yes. that was his intention all right. 


So it goes to this very day: 
the story of Cain who keeps on killing Abel. 


PART TWO 
9. Camden, 1892 
El olor del café y de los periddicos. 
El domingo y su tedio. La manana 
y en la entrevista pagina esa vana 

/ / 
publicacion de versos alegoricos 
de un colega feliz. El hombre viejo 
esta postrado y blanco en su decente 
habitacion de pobre. Ociosamente 
mira su cara en el cansado espejo. 
Piensa, ya sin asombro, que ese cara 
es él. La distraida mano toca 
la turbia barba y la saqueada boca. 
No est lejos el fin. Su voz declara: 
casi no soy, pero mis versos ritman 
la vida y su esplendor. 
Yo fui Walt Whitman. 


9. Camden, 1892 

The smell of coffee and the newspapers. 
Sunday and its boredom. The morning, 

and on the glimpsed page. some hollow 
allegorical verses by a successful colleague. 
The old man lies exhausted and white 

in his more or less decent poor man's room. 
He absentmindedly looks at his face 

in a worn-out mirror. He thinks. already 
beyond astonishment--that face is me. 

His distracted hand strokes his unkept beard 
his ruin of a mouth. The end is not far off. 
He declares to himself: I almost don't exist, 
but my verses keep the rhythm of life 

and its splendor. ] was Walt Whitman. 


10. Milonga de Jacinto Chiclana 
Me acuerdo. Fue en Balvanera, 

en una noche lejana 

que alguien dejo caer el nombre 
de un tal Jacinto Chiclana. 


Algo se dijo también 

de una esquina y de un cuchillo; 
los anos nos dejan ver 

el entrevero y el brillo. 


Quien sabe por que razon 

me anda buscando ese nombre; 
me gustaria saber 

como habra sido aquel hombre. 


Alto lo veo y cabal, 

con el arma comedida, 
capaz de no alzar la voz 
y de jugarse la vida. 


Nadie con paso mas firme 
habri pisado la tierra; 

nadie habra habido como el 
en el amor y en la guerra. 


Sobre la huerta y el patio 
las torres de Balvanera 

y aquella muerte casual 
en una esquina cualquiera. 


No veo los rasgos. Veo, 

bajo cl farol amarillo, 

el choque de hombres o sombras 
y esa vibora, el cuchillo. 


Acaso en aquel momento 

en que le entaraba la herida, 
penso que a un varon le cuadra 
no demorar la partida. 


Solo Dios puede saber 

la Jaya fiel de aquel hombre; 
senores, yo estoy cantando 
lo que se cifra en el nombre. 


Entre las cosas hay una 

de la que no se arrepienic 
nadie en la tierra. Ese cosa 
es haber sido valiente. 


Siempre el coraje es mejor, 
la esperanza nunca es vana; 
vaya pues esta milonga 
para Jacinto Chiclana. 


10. Milonga of Jacinto Chiclana 
I recall it was in Balvanera, 

a night long ago, 

that someone dropped the name 
of a certain Jacinto Chiclana. 


There was something about 

a neighborhood store and a knife. 
Despite the years we still see 

the struggle and the gleam of the knife. 


Who knows why 

the name obsesses me. 

I'd like to know a little about 

what that man must have been like. 


I see him tall and self-possessed, 
his weapon at his side, 

soft spoken, someone who knew 
about risking his life. 


No one more self assured 
ever tread the earth. 
There was none like him 
in love and war. 


I see the patio, 

the garden, the towers of Balvanera. 
and that senseless death 

on a street corer. 


I can't make out the features, 
Under a yellow street light 

I sce the skirmish of men and 
shadows and that viper-knife. 


The moment the blade entered 
his body, maybe he thought it wasn't 
fitting for a man to delay his departure. 


God only knows the inner workings 
of that man. Gentlemen, this is what 
his name brings back to me. 


There's only one thing one should never 
be ashamed of--that thing is courage. 


To be brave is always best. 
Hope is never in vain. 
So goes this milonga 


for Jacinto Chiclana. 
11. Piano Solo: Many years later... 


12. Ritter, Tod, und Teufel 

Bajo el yelmo quimérico el severo 
perfil es cruel como la cruel espada 
que aguarda. Por la selva despojada _ 
cabalga imperturbable el caballero. 
Torpe y furtiva, la caterva obscena 

lo ha cercado: fl Demonio de serviles 
ojas, los laberinticos reptiles 

y el blanco anciano del reldj de arena. 
Caballero de hierro, quien te mira 
sabe que en ti no mora la mentira 

ni el palido temor. Tu dura suerte 

es mandar y ultrajar. Eres valiente 

y seris _indigno ciertamente, 

Aleman, del Demonio y de la Muerte. 


12. Ritter, Tod, und Teufel 
(Knight, Death and the Devil) 


Under the chimerical helmet the severe 


profile is cruel like the cruel sword 
which lies waiting. Through the 
slashed forest the knight rides 
unperturbed. Awkwardly, furtively, 
the obscene mob closes in on him: 
the Devil with servile eyes, tangled, 
labyrinthine reptiles and the pale 
old mgn with an hourglass. Iron 


horseman, whoever looks at you knows 


that neither lie nor pale fear dwells 
within you. Your tough lot is to give 


orders and outrage. You're brave and 
certainly not worthy, German, of the 


Devil and of Death. 


13. Mitonga de Manuel Flores 
Manuel Flores va a morir. 

Eso es moneda corriente; 

morir es una costumbre 

que sabe tener la gente. 


Y sin embargo me duele 
decirle adios a la vida, 
esa cosa tan de siempre, 
tan dulce y tan conocida. 


Miro en el alba mis manos, 
miro en las manos las venas; 
con extraneza las miro 
como si fueron ajenas. 


Vendran los cuatro balazos 
y con los cuatro el olvido; 
lo dijo el sabio Merlin: 
morir es haber nacido. 


Ciianta cosa en su camino 
estos ojos habran visto! 

Quien | sabe lo que veran 
después que me juzgue Cristo. 


13. Milonga of Manuel Flores 
Manuel Flores is going to die. 
You can bet on it. 

Dying is a custom 

people tend to follow. 


Still it pains me 

to bid adios to life, 

that thing so "every day." 
so sweet, so well known. 


At dawn IJ look at my hands, 

I look at the veins in my hands, 

[ look at them stunned 

as if they were hands of a stranger. 


Tomorrow four shots, 

and with the four bullets oblivion; 
Merlin the wise man said it well: 
to die you had to be born. 


How much on this road 
these eyes have tracked! 
Who knows what they'll see 
after Christ’s judgement. 


14. Las cosas 

E! baston, las monedas, él Ilavero, 
la docil cerradura, las tardias 
notas que no leeran los pocos dias 


que me quedan, los naipes y el tablero, 


un libro y en sus paginas la ajada 
violeta, monumento de una tarde 
sin duda inolvidable y ya olvidada, 
el rojo espejo occidental | en que arde 
una ilusoria aurora. Cuantas cosas, 
limas, umbrales, “atlas, copas, clavos, 
nos sirven como tdcitos esclavos, 
ciegas y extranamente sigilosas! 
Duraran mas all4 de nuestro olvido; 
no sabr4n nunca que nos hemos ido. 


14. Things 
Cane, loose change, key ring, 


smooth lock, old notes not to be read 


in the few days left to me, 
deck of cards, tabletop, a book 
(and in its pages the crushed violet, 


monument to a no doubt memorable 


afternoon now forgotten). the red 
western mirror in which an illusory 
sunset blazes ,so many things! 


Files, doorsills, an atlas, wine glasses, 


nails--all these things serve us like 
tacit slaves, blind and strangely 
reserved. 

They'll outlast our oblivion; 

and they'll never know we've gone. 


Intermission 


PART THREE 
15. Una Manana de 1649 


Carlos avanza entre su pueblo. Mira 


a izquierda y a derecha. Ha rechazado 
los brazos de la escolta. Liberado 

de la necesidad de la mentira, 

sabe que hoy va a la muerte. no al olyido. 
y que es un rey. Le ejecucion lo espera; 
la manana es airoz y verdadera. 

No hay temor en su carne, Siempre ha sido, 
a fuer de buen tahur, indiferente. 

Ha apurado la vida hasta las heces; 
ahora esta solo entre la armada gente. 
No lo infama el patibulo, Los jueces 

no son el Juez. Saluda levemente 

y sonrie. Lo ha hecho tantas veces. 


15. A Morning of 1649 

Charles comes straight out through his 

people. He looks to the lefi and to the right. 

He's refused the arms of the escort. Freed 

from the necessity of lying, he knows today 

he's going to die, but he's not going to oblivion: 
he's a king. The execution awaits; the morning's 
harsh and true. There's no fear in his flesh. 

He's always been aloof like a good cardsharp, 


He's drunk life to the dregs, 


now he's alone in the midst of an armed mob. 
The scaffold does him no dishonor. 

His judges are not the Judge. 

He nods his head slightly and smiles. 

He's done it so many times. 


16, Ei sueno 

Si el sueno fuera (como dicen) una 
tregua, | un puro reposo de la mente, 

por qué, si te despiertan bruscamente, 
sientes que te han robado una fortuna? 
Por qué es tan triste madrugar? La hora 
nos despoja de un don inconcebible, 
tan intimo que solo es traducible 

en un sopor que la vigilia dora 

de suenos, que bien de la sombra, 

de un orbe intemporal que no se nombra 
y que e] dia deforma cn sus espejos. 
Quién seras esta noche en el oscuro 
sueno, del otro lado de su muro? 


16. The dream 

If a dream were (as they say) a truce, 

a pure repose of the mind, why, if they 
suddenly wake you do you feel as if 

you were hustled? Why is 

it so sad to get up in the morning? 

The hour strips us of an inconceivable 
gift, so intimate it’s only comprhensible 
ina trance that waking gilds with dreams. 
out of darkness, from a timeless, nameless 
sphere which the mirrors of day distort. 
Who will you be tonight in your dark 
dream on the other side of the wall? 


17. El suicida 

No quedard en la noche una estrella. 
No quedara la noche. 

Moriré y conmigo la suma 

del intolerable universo, 

Borraré las pirdmides, las medallas. 
los continentes y las caras. 

Borrar¢ la acumulacién del pasado. 
Hare polvo la historia, polvo el polvo. 
Estoy mirando el ultimo poniente. 
Oigo el filtimo pajaro. 

Lego la nada a nadie. 


17. The suicide 

Not one star will be left in the night. 
No night will be left. 

I'll die and with me the burden 

of the intolerable universe. 

I'll erase pyramids, medallions, 
continents and faces. I'll erase 

the accumulation of the past. I'll 
make dust of history, dust to dust. 
I'm looking right now at my last 
sunset. I'm listening to the last bird. 
I bequeath this nothingness to nobody. 


18. No eres los otros 

No te habra de salvar lo que dejaron 
escrito aquellos que tu miedo implora: 
no eres los otros y te ves ahora 

centro del laberinto que tramaron 

tus pasos. No te salva la agonia 

de Jesus o de Sécrates ni el fuerte 
Siddhartha de oro que acepto Ja muerte 
en un jardin,, al declinar el dia. 

Polvo tambien es la palabra escrita 

por tu mano o el verbo pronunciado 
por tu boca. No hay ; 4stima en el Hado 
y la noche de Dios es infinita. 

Tu materia es el tiempo, el incesante 
tiempo. Eres cada solitario instante. 


18. You are not the others 

What was left in writing by those 

your fear implores will not save you. 

You are not the others, and you see yourself 

now in the center of a labyrinth created 

by your own footsteps. Jesus' agony and Socrates’ agony 
won’t save you: nor will the golden 

Siddhartha, who yielded to death in a garden, 

save you at the end of the day. Dust too is the word written 
by your hand and the verb pronounced 

by your mouth. There's no pity in Destiny. 

God's night is infinite. You are the stuff of time, unceasing 
time. You are each solitary instant. 


19, A un poeta menor de la antologia 
Donde esta la memoria de los dias 

que fueron tuyos en la tierra, y tejicron 
dicha y dolor y fueron para ti el universo? 


El rio numerable de los anos 
los ha perdido; eres una palabra en un {ndice. 


Dieron a otros gloria interminable los dioses, 

inscripciones y exergos y monumentos y puntuales historiadores; 
de ti solo sabemos, oscuro amigo. 

que oiste al ruisenor, una tarde. 


Entre los asfodelos de la sombra. tu vana sombra 
pensara que los dioses han sido avaros. 


Pero los dias son una red de triviales miserias, 
y habr4 suerte mejor que la ceniza 
de que esta hecho el olvido? 


Sobre otros arrojaron los dioses 
la inexorable luz de la gloria, que mira las entranas y enumera las 
grietas, 

de la gloria, que acaba por ajar la rosa que vencra; 
contigo fueron mas piadosos, hermano. 


En el €xtasis de un atardecer que no sera una noche, 
oyes la voz del ruisenor de Tescrito. 


19. To a minor known poet in the anthology 

Where is the memory 

of days which were yours on earth, days which wove 
joy with sorrow, and which for you were the universe? 


The river of your counted-out years has lost them. 
You're a word in an index. 


The gods gave endless glory to others: 

inscriptions, profiles on coins, monuments, conscientious 
historians; all we know about you, obscure friend, 

is that you heard the nightingale, one evening. 


Among the asphodels of the Shadows, your vain 
shadow must think that the gods were stingy. 


But our days are a web of trivial miseries, so what greater 
blessing than to be the ash of oblivion? 


On others the gods lavished out the inexorable light of glory, 
light which shines into the innermost recesses 

and counts out each and every flaw-- 

light which ends by withering the rose it venerates. 

They were kinder to you, brother. 


In the ecstasy of an evening 
that will never be night 
you hear the song of Theocritus’ nightingale. 


QUARE 
Why do you reject me Lord? 
Why hide your face from me? 
My God, I call by day, but you do not answer: 
by night, but I have no relief. 
They say, "God has abandoned that one. 
Pursue. seize the wretch! 
No one will come to the rescue! 
You relied on the Lord--let him deliver you, 
if he loves you, let him rescue you. 
With revilement and torture let us put him to the test 
that we may have proof of his gentleness 
and try his patience." Yet you are enthroned 
as the Holy One: you are the glory of Israel. 
To you they cried out and they escaped; 
in you they trusted and were not disappointed. 
In you our ancestors trusted: 
they trusted and you rescued them. 
But I am a worm, hardly human, 
scorned by everyone, despised by the people-- 
yet you drew me forth from the womb. 
All who see me mock me. 
Upon you I was thrust from the womb; 
since birth you are my God. 
...made me safe at my mother's breast. 
They curl their lips and jeer: 
they shake their heads at me. 
But you, Lord, do not stay far off; 
my strength, come quickly to help me. 
Deliver me from the sword, 
my forlorn life from the teeth of the dog. 
Save me from the lion's mouth, 
my poor life from the horns of wild bulls. 
But you, Lord, do not stay far off. 
For God has not spurned or disdained 
the misery of this poor wretch, 
did not turn away from me, 
but heard me when I cried out. 
Then I will proclaim your name to the assembly; 
in the community | will praise you: 
"You who fear the Lord, give praise! 
All descendants of Jacob, give honor!" 
For God formed man to be imperishable: 
the image of his own nature he made him. 
But by the envy of the devil, death entered the world. 
and they who are in his possession experience it. 
Holy, holy, holy is the Lord of hosts! 
You anoint my head with oil; 
my cup overflows. 
"Holy, holy, holy is the Lord of hosts!" 
they cried one to the other. 
"All the earth is filled with his glory!” 
For a brief moment I abandoned you. 
but with great tenderness I will take you back. 
No one is disgraced who waits for you, 
but only those who lightly break faith. 
They cried one to the other 
"Holy Holy Holy!” 
As dry as a potsherd is my throat: 
my tongue sticks to my palate: 
you lay me in the dust of death. 


quare Domine abicis animan meam 
abscondis faciem tuam a me 
Deus meus clamabo per diem et non exaudies 
et nocte nec est silentium mihi 

dicentes Deus dereliquit eum 

persequimini et comprehendite eum 

quia non est qui eruat 

confugit ad Dominum salvet eum 

liberet eum quoniam vult eum 

contumelia et tormento interrogemeus eum 
ut scaimus reverentiam illius 

et probemus patientiam ipsius 

et tu sancte habitator Laus Israhel 

ad te clamaverunt et salvati sunt 

in te confisi sunt et non sunt confusi 

in te confusi sunt patres nostri 

confisi sunt et salvasti eos 

ego autem sum vermis et non homo 
obprobrium hominum et dispectio plebis 

tu autem propugnator meus ex utero 

omnes videntes me subsannant me 

in te proiectus sum ex vulva 

de ventre matris meae Deus meus es tu 
fiducia mea ab uberibus matris meae 
dimittunt labium movent caput 

tu autem Domine ne longe fias 

fortitudo mea in auxilium meum festina 

erue a gladio animan meam 

de manu canis solitariam meam 

salya me ex ore leonis 

et de cornibus unicornium exaudi me 

tu autem Domine ne longe fias 

quoniam non dispexit neque contempsit 
modestiam pauperis 

et non absconcit faciem suam ab eo 

et cum clamaret ad eum audivit 

narrabo nomen tuum fratribus meis 

in medio ecclesiae laudabo te 

qui timetis Dominum laudate eum 

omne semen Jacob glorificate eum 

quoniam Deus creavit hominem inexterminabilem 
et ad imaginem suae similitudinis fecit illum 
invidia autem diaboli mors introivit in orbem 
terrarum 

imitantur autem illum qui sunt ex parte illius 
sanctus sanctus sanctus Dominus 
inpinguisti oleo caput meum 

calix meus inebrians 

et clamabant alter ad alterum et dicebant 
sanctus sanctus sanctus Dominus 
exercituum plena est omnia terra gloria eius 
ad punctum in modico dereliqui te 

et in miserationibus magnis congregabo te 
sed et universi qui sperant in te non confundantur 
confundantur qui iniqua gerunt frustra 
clamabant dicebant 

sanctus sanctus sanctus 

aruit velut testa fortitudo mea 

et lingua mea adhesit palato meo 

et in pulverem mortis detraxisti me 


"Let us condemn him to a shameful death; for 
according to his own words, God will take care of him. 
He was spurned and avoided by men. 

a man of suffering. accustomed to infirmity, 
one of those from whom men hide their faces, 
spurned, and we held him in no esteem." 

These were their thoughts, but they erred; 

for their wickedness blinded them. 

And they knew not the hidden counsels of God: 
neither did they count of a recompense of holiness 
nor discern the innocent souls' reward. 

My God, my God, why have you abandoned me? Why 
so far from my call for help, from my cries of anguish? 
Do not stay far from me, for trouble is near, 
and there is no one to help. 

Many bulls surround me, 

fierce bulls of Bashan encircle me, 

They open their mouths against me. 

lions that rend and roar. I must lie down 

in the midst of lions hungry for human prey. 
Their teeth are spears and arrows: 

their tongue, a sharpened sword, 

O God, smash the teeth in their mouths; 

break the jaw-teeth of these lions, Lord! 

Like water my life drains away; 

all my bones grow soft. 

My heart has become like wax, 

it melts away within me. 

Many dogs surround me. 

a pack of.evildoers closes in on me. 

So wasted are my hands and feet 

that I can count all my bones. 

They stare at me and gloat: 

they divide my garments among them; 

for my clothing they cast lots. 

Lord my God, in you I take refuge. 

Because of you companions shyn me; 

my only friend is darkness. 

Rescue me; save me from all who pursue me, 
lest they maul me like lions, 

tear me to pieces with none to save. 

Lord, how long will you look on? 

Now that I am old and gray, do not 

forsake me, God, that I may proclaim 

your might to all generations. 

You have done great things 

O God, who is your equal? Amen. 


morte turpissima condemnemus illum 

eril enim ei respectus ex sermonibus illius 
despectum et novissimum virorum 

virum dolorum ei scientem infirmitatem 

et quasi absconditus vultus cius et despectus 
unde nec reputavimus eum 

haec cogitaverunt et erraverunt 

excaecavit enim illos malitia eorum 

et nescierunt sacramenta Dei 

neque mercedem speraverunt iustitiae 

nec judicaverunt honorem animarum sanctarum 
Deus Deus meus quare dereliquisti me 

longe a salute mea verba rugitus mei 

ne longe fias a me quoniam tribulatio proxima est 
quoniam non est adiutor 

circumdederunt me vituli multi 

tauri pingues vallaverunt me 

aperucrunt super me os suum 

quasi leo capiens et rugiens 

anima mea in medio leonum dormivit ferocientium 
filii hominum dentes corum lancea 

et sagittae et lingua eorum gladius acutus 

Deus excute dentes eorum ex ore eorum 

molares leonum confringe Domine 

sicut aqua effusus sum et separata 

sunt omnia ossa mea 

factum est cor meum sicut cera 

liquefacta in medio yentris mei 

circumdederunt me venatores 

concilium pessimorum vallavit me 

vinxerunt manus meas et pedes meos 

numeravi omnia ossa mea 

quae ipsi respicientes viderunt in me 

diviserunt vestimenta mea sibi 

et super vestimentum meum miserunt sortem 
Domine Deus meus in te speravi 

longe fecisti a me amicum et sodalem 

notos meos absiulisti 

salva me ab omnibus persequentibus me et libera me 
ne forte capiat ut leo animam meam 

laceret et non sit qui eruat 

Domine quanta aspicies converte 

insuper et usque ad senectutem et 

canos Deus ne derelinquas me 

donec adnuntiem brachium tuum generationi 
quanta fecisti magnalia 

Deus quia similis tibi Amen 

(Ps7:2,3 ; Ps22:2-25; Ps23:5; Ps25:3: Ps35:17; Ps57:5; Ps58:7: 
Ps88:15,19; Ps71:18,19 :Ps72:11; Wis2:19-24: Is6:3; 1853:3: Is54:7) 


Upcoming Concert: Merkin Hall, Wed March 7 at 8pm 
Violette’s: SONGS OF LOVE AND PASSION 


(world premiere) 


